
The London Theatre
Li A ^THOUGH it is a commonplace

Z\ of conversation that the war

has awakened the people of this
country to reality," observes a writer in
"The Athena>um," "it isoccasionally a little
difficult to avoid the suspicion that the onlv
reality to which we have in truth been
awakened may be the reality of war."
And pursuing the tenor of this contem-

plstion, the writer notes:
"We flM in the habit of closing our eyes

ao resolutely to all other issues that one

Bometimes fflfllfl tempted to parry the ques¬
tion, 'Do you know there is a war on?' with

the counter aa.tioa, 'Do you know there are

other things on bcsides a war?' Because that
ia a Btariaf naiity which must not be

blinkcd. There lfl the war- and thrrr are

the home (.res; and the song-writer is per¬

fectly sound la sagfBfltlag that if we suffer
the home tires to die out, we shall one day
awakcn to the rhiverinj- reality that, if there
ia nothing to live for, there was nothing to

die for either.
"And so. when propb- c'.'clare, as they often

do declare, that serious discussion of art, of

music, of litoratan, of the theatre, is out of

place n thflflfl unhappy times, they lose

sight -,f the fact that war is a matter of
life as Wflll Bfl of death, and that to have

.found ourselves' at a nation at last is but
m melancholy discovery if we have 'found
ounelves' only as a nation of warriors.
'Con.e. eoraa,' thay say, lt will be time
enough tfl discuss the drama and all that

when peace is signcd.' But will it bfl time

enough? Somtt'mrs 1 wonder whether it is
not alraady tOB late. Ceruinly, it is not

going to he easy to work back to beauty
when we have willingly let go her hand and
loat ourselves in such a labyrinth of horror.

4»TN London the theatre has deteriorated
A with alarming steadiness since the war

brokc out; and though ita descent might be

describrd as n der-cent not so much from
Avernus as from Primrose Hill, it seems to

have pretty well reached sea-level (which is

the main point i, and may sink beyond recall
if some sort of lifeboat is not promptly
launched. What we need is a counteraction
to that inrorrigible blackleg, the revue, the
chief a:m of which appears to be to hold all
the lrgi*:tnaf> expedients of the art of stage
illusion up to ridicule.
"The modern revue 'gives the show away,'

lays bare the whole theatrical bag of tricks.
It tcars off the masks of comedy and tragedy,
and revrnls a lot of silly people admitting
thst they are pretending to be something
they are not. Ks acenes are laid in the

Wiagfl, in flBtlBflm' dressing-rooms, in man¬

agers' offee", outside stage doors. Its jokes
are Hnmlrt smokinr* a gold-tipped cigarette
and rain being rattled in a box. It 'puts the

public wise,' aari laalaaatfli that the spec-

tafor who has been moved by a performance
of, say, the 'fEdipus Tyrannus' has simply
been very badly 'had.'
"Tbe result is that, quite apart from its

willingress, the ictual capacity of the pub-
lic for being illusionized is rapidly diminish-
ing, and the instinctive attitude that ii grow-
ing up among audiences is the attitude of the
small boy toward the conjurer of the party.
"All this is having a marked effect on the

writers of our 'legitimate drama,' which now

consists almost exclusively of light com-

edies. Some of the plays now being acted

| in the West End are so uncertainly written
that it is almost impossible to tell whether
the dramatists intend you to believe in them
or not.
"For example, in Mr. Harold Terry's 'Gen-

eral Post' at the Haymarket a play with
muny nerits the author frequently holds
his characters up to ridicule, obviously sug-
gesting that 'you must not really believe all
this'-and you obediently do not; till he
suddenly rounds on you, so to speak, with a

passage in a completely different key which
ia inter.ded more or less to bring a lump into

your throat, witn the result that this con-

tinual tossing from the artificial to the real,
and the real to the artificial, reduces one to

a state of limp, submissive bewilderment.
"Mr. Cyril Hnrcourt's 'Wanted a Husband'

is another comedy of this description. . . .

The same disconcerting error of treatment
is to be found, in a subtler but far more un-

enriurable form, in Sir James Barrie's 'The
Old Lady Shows Her Medals,' with its sly
passages about wounda and its scntimental
passages about death- the unpleasant taste

of which is happily dissipated by Mr. Milne's

charming and uncompromisingly artificial
'Wur-el-Flummery,' a lesson to all comic
dramatists.

t(*4W-KT the public now delights in these,
I plays. Actions which in real life

would fill us with indignation pass on the
stage as delicious manifestationa of high
spirits if the 'heroine' who commits them is

pretty enough or the 'hero' suffieiently per-
sonable.
"And all this. not because our ethical

standpoint has undergone any marked revolu¬
tion, not because we have become more lib-
eral-minded, but because -well--after all
It'a only a play the actors and actresses are

quite nice people, we have heard, in private
life, and the author a perfect gentleman
and who cares twopence about the fine points
of dramatic art in war time, anyway?

"Clearly, the public wifl not take the drama

seriously if dramatists do not take the drama

seriously themselves. And if the 'legitimate*
arfage bemns to pander to the new revue

spirit by throwing up the sponge in full view
of the audience, the serious lover of the
drama may as well sit at home and entcrtain
himself as best he can with a kaleidoscope."

Samuel Butler
IT IS a very commonplace thing to say

that Fame comes most often in the
footsteps of Death. Perhaps it is the

diffusion of intelligence that has changed
oil that; at any rate. it is true in modern
times that few potentially big figures of
literature get through an entire Mfetime
without some notice from the hunters of
new sensations. There are excepticns, of
course, and Samuel Butler was one of
them. Not the Samuel Butler who wrote

"Hudibras," which is mentioned in all the
texthooks but which doubtless few persons
t er read. It is another Butler who con¬

cerns this writing. a Butler who died in
"1902 in much the same circumstances as

that sweet lady of whom Wordsworth
wrote."And few could know when Lucy
ceased to 1 e."

Despite all thi? strange ohscurity, the
name of Samuel Butler has become the
shining centre ef what might almost be
called a new literary cult. There are few
now even among the second rank of ob-
.servers who are not able to give the names

cf everything Butler wrote without once

including "Hudibras," though it is Will¬
iam Lyon Phelps who confesscs to a re-

version to that volume when be first heard
Butler's name.

T«HE cncyciopaedias have little to say
lt him.even the Britnnnica,

Y.'hkh somcwhere now bears the ch..rge of
¦jtOpaganda for Knglish culturc. How¬
ever, it does tell that he went to Cam-

bridge; that he was intended for the
ehurch. but that his opinions were too
much foi the intantion, so he sailed to Now
Zealand and made a modest competence
raisinir sheep.a competence which in
¦quite the most approved literary manner

he later lost in bad investments. But the
New Zealand memories were destined to

live on |wj lat. r formed the basis for one

of Butler's best known satires, "Erewhon,"
t.n ii'.nic picture of England, but it is
"The Way of All r lesh" which has left
the greatest impression on the l'terary
minded of to-day, due no doubt to the in¬

dignant rtminder that Shaw gave the
ignorant in his preface to "Major Bar-
Lara":

"Jt drives one almost to despair of Kng¬
lish literature when one aees ao extraordi-
nary a study of English life as Butler's
postnumous 'Way of All Flesh' making so

little impression that when. «orne years
later, I produee plays in which Hut'.er'a ex-

.yiaHlaarH*** fresh, free and future-piercing
an***ge*tion* havt an obvioua share I am met
with nothing but vague cacklings about
Jbaen and Nletzsche. . . . Really, the

Englifh do not deserve to have great men."

ja-rpHE WAY OF ALL FLESH" is prob-
J ably the model on which mo*-t young

Engli.'h novelists, such as Coningsby Daw-
aori, Compton Mackenzie, Hugh Walpole,
J, I). PcresfoH and W. L QWMtf, have
Wtmdneei eewAkm of youthful reactlon

agaimt some phaaes $4 .their life and
Bpiritual evolution in the slums of I/ondon.
But what dintinguishea Butler ia larking
in moMt of hiK unprofesaing followers: an

attack, that is no less terrific for being
Bubtle and hidden, on the hypocrixy of the
fChureh and of certain types of virtuous

people la Bnglend. Butler taught Shaw
the manner ai it, bi>t for all the brillianej
of the memtptamS it is possible to find an in-
talJectual enjoyment in the disguised ridi-

cule of Butler that the ofttimes brazen
literary attack of Shaw seldom present*.
The extent to which the Butler cult has

spread may be evidenced by the number of
the persons who are beginning to ouarre'
hbout him.

Dr. Phelps is a little shocked by b.m, by
the Butlerian attack on "professinc
Christians," but he concludes, "although 1

firmly believe this is a diabolical novel, I
think it will prove to be of good service to

Christianity."

IT IS strange therefore to find John But
ler Yeats, who went to school with

Butler, saying in "The Seven Arts": "It
is not true that Butler had talent. To be
.e. painter after the manner of John Bellini
v as for years the passion of his life. It
was vain; he had no talent." But Yeats is
kinder to his old schoolfeHow in the follow¬
ing picture he has drawn of him:

"He always occupied one place in the
school chosen so that he could be as close
as possible to the model and might paint
with small brushes his kind of,John Bellini
art. "Ibere hc would stand very intent and
mostly quite silent, intent also on our

casual conversation, watchful for the mo¬

ment when he could make some sally of wit
that would crush his victim.

"He had thick eyebrows and gray eyes
or were they light hazel ? These eyes would
sometimes look tired as hc plied his hope-
less tark of learning how to paint. But the
(iiscovcry of ar.y mental slavery or insin-
cerity among our band of students would
bring a dangerous light into them. and he
would say things that perhaps hurt very
much men who were absolutely sincere,
however mistaken.

"Then Butler, who respecteH, as he often
told me. every kind of sincerity, would hum-
ble himself and make apologies that were

not always accepted, and in the gray eyes,
like a little fire on a cold haarth, I would
see a melting kindncss that it must have
been hard to resist."

I T 18 Willard Huntington Wright, lit¬
erary editor of "The New York

Evening Mail," who appears among the
early critics to throw doubt upon the be
lieving ones. Mr. Wright, who viewB But¬
ler from the vantage point of a standard-
ired a?sthet!c theory, declares:
"Hc ccrtainly has written nothing to jus¬

tify the preposterous eulogy which has been

heaped upon him. Butler was a shallow
thinker and an inept novelist, and his posi¬
tion in modern literature *as merely that ot
a pioncer aatirist. Shaw wai hia ardent
diseiple nnd Imitator; and it is one of the
proverboal iromes of fate that the lesser
man should have achieved the greater glory.

. . Judged purely ai a work of art 'The
Way of All Flesh' is a dlitinetly lecond-ratt
performance."
As against the thumba down of Mr.

Wright is the jfcdgment of Francis
Hackctt, expressed in an introduction to a

new edition of "Erewhon." It is of "Ere-
whon" that Mr. Hackett iays: "It is not

ui impeceable work, but so long as vision

pa i.i life and wisdom rjuickens it, M long
ar sympathy quickern life and humor cor-

rerts it, 'Erewhon' will have its commis-
aion."
Aa for thfl reader, hfl may hav« hia

thoicfl.

The Art of Mr. Waterhouse

'THE PIPING BOY"
By J. W. WATERHOUSE. R. A.

(Bv permissiun of Ifajot tlie H.m. Alec P, Hrncl.r.sori ) < ourtevy of The InUrnalwual Studio

1*\HE recent death of .1. W, Wator-
house, K. A., has l.e.n keenly fell
in art circles, where he had achiev. .<!

¦ position of positive and highly indi¬
vidual distinction. It is pointed out that
while many hru-hrs of the period may be
more robust and aeserthre, more forcible
in their manner of Btmting convictions,
none of them pOMflfllfll quite the "subtle
sympathy" of the brush now relinquishe.l
.quite its "sensitiveness and tender

appeal."
The personality of thi.* painter i.s spokert

of as being as attractive as it was excep-
tional."a personality which quite poeai-
bly many people were un-ible to under¬
stand. but which to many others had ¦

particular fascination." This is the opin¬
ion of a writer, A. L Baldrj, in "The In¬
ternational Studio." who continues;:

"Artistically he (Mr. Waterhouse) belonged
to a world of his BWfl creation, and he peo-

pled this world with a lype of humanity that
was very rightly relatfld ta its crroundings.
These hcings, the product of his fancy. lived
in an atmosphere of romaaea aad krpt atriet-
ly aloof from tho matcriulism ef modern t%-

istence; they were invested with an air of
dainty mclancholy, which. however, was not

allowed to clegencrate into morbidity, and

they roamed languorously through shady
groves or in Bflldfl starred with flowers. N'o
hint of stress or struggle, no jarring no'r of

violent cmotion, hroke the quirt of this

J. \V. WATERHOUSE, R. A.
¦ ¦--iirt.-"-> <-f Th* !¦ : 'tidli

vorld; it wns a place apart in which life
moved plncidly and followed a peaceful
eOBI fl, and ifl uhich dreain pf-nple played

their appointed parts with no thuught for
the strenuous realities which seethe beyond
its. boundaries.

"Vel this gentle, restful art was never

wanting in dramatic significance. One of the
best characteristics of Mr. Waterhouse's work
was its power to carry conviction and to tell
its story persuasively, and one of' ita finest
qualities was the subtlety with which the
dramatic point of the subject chosen was

brought out. Nor was there any lack of force
in the manner of his pictoria! ntatement. As
;i craftsman in art he was admirably accom-

plished, and his direct, cxpres.sive method of
handling was of the grcatrst possible assist¬
ance to him in the working out of his pict-
ures. A bloodless, tentative technique, an un-

decided mode of dealing with executive prob¬
lems, would have robbed his imaginings of
half thrir authority and would he.ve taken the
meaning out of his art.sureness of touch
and thorough control over the processes of
painting are never more necessary than when
the artist seexs to make credible a delicate
;.b.-<traction or to convcy to others subtleties
of senfiment." .

In the opinion of Mr. Baldry, this art-
ist's claim to be counted among the best
of the modern romantici.st painters cannot

be contested, "for he had in a very high
degree the capacity to invest his paintings
with the right atmo.sphere of poetic sug-
gestion, and it was on the strength of his
poetic sense that he rose to the position
which he orcupiod in Britiah art."

Current War Poetry
The Man in the Trench
C^AN you not hear me, young man in

*i the street?
Is it nothing to you who pass by,
Who down the dim-lit ways in thousand.-
roam?

From here I watch you, through the driv¬
ing sleet,

I'nder the evening sky.
Hurrying home.
Home!.how the word floondfl like a boil.
l wonder can you know, Bfl I know well,
That in this trench
Of death and stench
I stand between your home and hell.

I am the roof that shielrls you from the
weather,

I am the gate that keeps the hrigand back,
When pillage, fire, and murder rome to-

gether,
I am the wall that saves your home from

sack.
Man! when yoi> look upon the girl you

prize,
Can you imagine horror in those eyes?
You have not seen, you cannot under¬

stand,
This trench is England, all this ruined

land
19 where you wander, street, or field, or

strand,
Save for God's grace, and for the guns

that rest
Upon this dripping mudbank of the wc-t.

Our blood has staintd your thre.-hold.,
will you stain

Your soul, give nothing and take all our

gain?

Why did I come? I ask not, nor repent;
Something blnned np inside me, and I

went.
Ihe khaki fringc is frayed, and now a

rent
Needl men.needs men, and I am almost
spent.
Night, ar.d UM "ready" , . . M sleep

well, my friend . . .

The guns again are going . . . Imust
st ii-k it t<> the end.
.James Bernard Fagan, in Tha haw

(!,,,¦ ThtiTa Ti legrupk.

Next Morning
i

TO-DAY the sun shines bright,
The skies p.re fair;

There is a delicate freshness in the air,
Which, like a nimblo spritc,

Doth play opon my check and lift my hair.
And, as I look about me, lo!
1 see ¦ world I do not know!
As though some soft celestial beam,
Some clean and wholesome grace,

Had purgtd half the horror of the place
To a strange beauty..Waa i>, thetl, a

dreiim,
Tho' gheette march hut aeeteraight,
Beneotk the moen'i aneertaia light,
When chill at henrt WP piehed oir u-.iy

Thrattgh dreadfttl, ptteni themge, thnt
hi;/

Ahoui our pnfh on either hand!
Was it a dream? Is this the sclf-same land,

The land we pees'd through then?
How strange it seems!.Yet 'tis the
same!

I see from here the path by which we came,
The tumbled soil, the shatter'd trees are

there:
And there, in desolation sleeping,
Almost too pitiful for weeping,

The little village.once the home of men!
Aye. the whole scene is there,

Al desperate in its abandonment,
As melaneholy-wild and savage-bare
As then:.but somehow in this warm.

briirht air
It all Beeaei different!

The same. and yet I know it not!

II

Thus much I see..Bai there's n spot
Thnt's hidden front wine. eyes.

Behind thr roix'd churrh it lies,
Where gmphtg ratdts, heneath the nave,
Hm r Bjaifltfl n dreadful kind of cave;
And there before the caiern's tvnuth
A dork and rtagnant pool ifl sprertd,

So silent nnd so still!
I saw i' last i' th' pale moonlight;
And 1 could think that shapes unconth
Crept from thnt rare at dead of night
With ghonlifih stealth, to feast their fill
Upo* the pale and huddled dead!

Yet now,

Hapljr, beneath this warm sunlight,
Even th'at fearsome pool is bright

I'nder the cavern's brow!
So outward-fair, that few might guess
The secret of its loath-omeness,
Nor know what nameless things are done
There, with the setting of the sun!
.E. A. Wodehouse (2d Lieut. Scots

Guards) in Fortnightly Reriev.

The
Battlefield of The Marne

A Yeet After
Bv Au.EN Tl'CKF.R

r?I AGStntke y.d.
JT Ftegs.flegi and "':.;..
Blewiat ttreight out m the bright umd;
Blewiag ttreight out oier tht green greveti
Bloil ing ttreight out by the -j.ltife crosses

The. fields rest
The sheep grese,
Ihe bird fl: ytttaW Wfl the le-r! >un,
.1 md thr jfl :,.., the flags blow. ttrmightJnt,
blue, ptkiti un'1 red;
Straight t» the East,
Mr light PgeiaM the foe.
l>ay. free, and fxene.
Wtik the terriblc tiefianrr of the dr-.d

, ¦,'ij'i *.> II jk fttrui

.From f'ainty Fair

Sir Walter Scott
SIR WALTER SCOTT, Scottiah poet

and novelist, was born at Edinburgh
on the 15th of August, 1771.146

years ago. In his own fragmentary biog-
raphy he gave his pedigree, as follows:
"My birth was naither diitinguishfld nor,

sordid. According to the prejudicea of my

country, it was esteemed gentle. as I was

connected, though remotely, with ancient
familics on both my father's and mother's
sdde. My father's grandfather was Walter

Scott, well-known by the name of Bflardie.

He was the second son of Walter Scott, tirst

laird of Raeburn, who was the third aon of

Sir William Scott and the grandaon of Wal¬

ter Scott, commonly called in tradition Auld
Watt of Harden. I am. therefore, lineally
descended from that ancient chieftain and

from his fair dame, the Flower of Var-

row ..."
William Minto, in his biographical

sketch of Sir Walter Scott, says:
"It was as a poet that he first made his

literary reputation. 'The Lay of the Last

Minstrel' appeared in January. 1805, and at

once became widely popular. It sold more

rapidly than poem had ever sold before.
The success of the 'Lay' decided

finally that literature was to be thfl main

business of Scotfi life. . . 'The Lady
of the Lake' (.May, 1810) was received with

enthusiasm. It made the Perthshire high-
Unds fashionable for touriita and raised
the post-horse duty in Scotland. Scott died

in Tweediside at Abbotsford on the 21st of

September, 1832.
"Besides being a poet and novelist, he was

*heriff-deputy of Selkirkshire. clerk of ses-

sions, hospital laird, publisher and printer,
and miicellaneoua man of letten. Hn wnt-

ings include ballads, poemi, the Waverley
novels, translations and a 'Life of Napo-
le<Ai.'" ,

A portion of the first canto of Scott s

celebrated "Lady of the Lake" is here re-

produced:
The Lady of the Lake

THE ( HASE
I

HE stag at eve had drunk his fill,
Where danced the moon on Monan's

rill,
T

And deep his midnight lair had mafeIn lone Glenartney's harel shade-
But when the sun hia beaeon rad'
Had kindled on Benvoirlich's head
The deep-mouthed bloodhounds' heavy w
Resounded up the rocky way '-'
And faint. from further distance born
Were heard tht* clanging .hoof tnd Cin

JI

AS Chief, who hears his wtrder cal
"To arms! The feeraan itortn rk.

wall!" m

The antlered monarch of the waste
Sprang from his heathery couch in haj^But ere his fleeting career he took,
The dewdrops from his ilanki he ihook
Like crested loader proud and hifh
Tossed his beamed frontlet to the iky;
A moment gazed adown the dale,
A moment sniffed the tainted gale,
A moment listened to the cry,
That thickened as the chase drew nirjv
Then, as the headmost foes appeared
With one brave bound the copae hecleant
And, stretching forward free ind far,
Sought the wild heaths of Uam-Vir.'

III

YL'LLED on the view the openinf parfc
Rock, cleft and cavern paid tha

back;
To many a mingled sound at once
The awakeni d mountain gave responi*.
A humlred dogs bayed deep and strong,
Clattered a hundred steeds along,
Their peal the merry horns rung e*ut,
A hundred voices joined the shout;
With hark and whoop and wild halloo,
No rest Benvoirlich's echoes knew.
Far from the tumult fled the roe,
Close in her covert cowered the doe,
The falcon, from her cairn on high,
Cast on the rout a wandering eye,
Till far beyond her piercing ken
The hurricane had swept the gien.
Faint, and more faint, its failing din
Returned from cavern. cliffs and linn,
And silence settled, wide and still,
On the lone wood and mighty hill.

Star-Spangled Banner
MANY people have remarked the

shame-faced way in which the
Great American People, now

that the United States ia at war,

try.and fail.to sing their national an-

them. It has been admitted that no one

knows the words. But the result is equally
inarticulate when the words are printed on

the programme, as they were at the re¬

cent series of Civic Concerts. Aleister
Crowley, in the current iisue of "Vanity
Fair," offers a saner explanation. His
view of the rationale of the matter
follows:
"America has a tremendous tune.one of

the most stirring ever written. Now ertdited
beyond doubt to John Stafford Smith, Glou-
cester, 1750, London 1802..a melody well
known in this country during Revolutionary
days, when various texts were «ung to it.
But Krancis Scott Key September 14, 1814)
wrote in the then highly popular lilt of
'Know -rfl the land where the cypress and
myrtle are emblems of deeds that are done
in their clime?' and he ipoiled the whole
thing.and over and over again -by putting
in a long syllable where he moit needed a

short one.

"'O, say can you see by the dawn's early
light' is all right but for 'dawn's early' which
has to he pronounced 'dawniily' if it is to be
properly sung. 'O, say cun you see at the
dawn of the light' would go perfectly. This
is not a very bad place; an effort will take
you over it; but worse follows. 'Whose broad
stripes and bright stars' is six long syllables.
Whose stripes and whose stars is a little
better; but the 'whose' is always too long,
especially before a double or triple conaonant.
Sing it 'O standard of stars' or '0 banner of
stars' and there would be no difficulty.
"Again, the line ending 'half coneeals, half

discloses' aaks too much of the breath. You
have to sing '.ceals, half diicl' in the same
time as you would take to sing 'daintily.'
"'As it blows, covers up or discloses' is a

good deal easier.
"What a swollen-tongue feeling one gets in

trying to sing even 'Their blood has washed
out their foul footsteps' pollution.' Always
the same trouble of too many consonantg. Try
'The boss has amended the bad reiolution'and
it might be appointed for uae in Tammany
Hail as t Democratic rallying iong.
"Some.hing of the sort occurs in nearly

every hr.e of thii bleased hymr of ours, but
the best choral steeplechaser ever foaled is
bound to come down over the Heaven-reicued
land fence. 'Vnr' and 'dl' are not happy
combinations for the people who objected to
the Russian offensive because it obliged
them po try to :,ay Przemyil. 'Heavenly land'
is a bit nearer the mark. This ii not to say
that 'heavenly' is the right word to use; it is
not the word, as a matter of fact, that I
should use. And surely it is better to wait
for a commission from the Preiident to set
this whole jumble right. Quite enough now
for us to amend the sound without attention
to the sense!
"Observe that even 'itar-ipangled' itself is

a little difflcult, eapecially before 'banner.'
'Rsp' and 'ngl' and 'db' constitut* a formid-
able network of barbed wire entanglementi
for moit voicei. 'Star-beitrewn' would be a
little better, but not much. VSpangled' il a

dreadfully tinselly word, suggeiting a circus,
anyhow ) Probably there iin't a perfect word

with the desired nmaning: Eaflian la norrWi
deficietit in 'short' syllahV- "

Mr. Crowley concludej by calling ttn-

tion to the contemporary recruitinf tora*.
"Over There," by that "really preatpm,
George M. Cohan." This achieveaa*,
which foll.nvs, Mr. Crowley is pleua. h
hold up as a "mastcrpiece," recently BJ*
by MiBfl Nora Hayes "an c^ontial p_l
of every cultivated New Yorker'l hat
life":
Johnnie get your gun, get your gon, jetjiB

gun',
Take it on the run, on the run, on tht ia:

Hear them calling you and me,

Every son of liberty; .

lftrry right away, no delay. go to-day,
Make your daddy glad, to hava such a W:
Tell your sweetheart not to pine,
To be proud her boy's in line.

Choru*
Over there, over there.
Send the word. send the word, over UM
That the Yanks aie coming, the Yanta .

coming,
The diums rum-tumniing, ev'rywhere.
So prepare, say a pray'r,
Send the word, send the word, to bewafi;
Wc'Il be over, we'rc coming flfl******,
And we won't come hack till it's over,

Over there, ove.' there.
Johnnie get your gun, ge» fovt gtia, ret***

gun;
Johnnie show the Hun you're a son ef li**
Hoist the flag and Iflfl* bfll fly,
Yankee Doodle, do or die;
Tack your little kit, sho' jronr (rrit, i" r"|

bit;
Yankee-, to the rank from th' ?**«. »**

the tanks;
Make your mother proud of yee,
And the old Red, White ar.d B!ue.

Chorus
Over there, over there, atfl.

.'Artistic Stimulators'
APLEA for the support of pr**:

day American artists by appi**
tive patronage is made by B»i*

de Meyer in "Vanity 1 air," accompsr.*
by the plaint that American men of na&

spend hur.dreds of millions of do,1*'Vj
acquiring the art of bygon* days, atf-

does not encourage a truly nationsl ._"*
'can art. He continues:

"A young artist in this country muit J~j
face starvation or e!«e consent to '.*."
art to commercial purposes; which :i ot1

^
other way of saying that he FflUflt lo*"

#>

standards and ideals ao as to bring tflBt

the level on which they are hkely to mw
to the taste of the unmspired public.
"Hundreds of millions of dollars ar« *r^

every year by American 'patrons' in aeq ~

mastcrpieces of bygone days; aaaat
FragonarJ, or a Duchflai of I>«vobi»«« j
I'ainsborough. or laaaacapw by H*

tapestriea, or furniture, or objets d*afc
^

old prmts, marblea and silverware. . . ^
is a splendid work to till our gailene*
these valuable treasures, hut **oul*«> lt **

even more splendid if one could indu"

art-patron millionaires occasionaMy U J|
inveatmenta in masterpiecei cf abio.uBi
intrinaic value and persuade them t*

use auch suma for the pumwVmaaaMka
truly American national art

Mmznmm.Waschnnskuwhare
a

._

SUP.ELY some of the adventureiome spirits who brave thfl crowdi ard ¦
amoke and the lov«-making to ride on top (he 'bua these hct nighti will*

p.-eciato the following (typical?) conversation caught and immorta»
by "The Soil":

"Dit cher gif 'im moBflh f der farfl?" "Sure I fif 'im.f* trpn, f80 l^*~JJ,"MMZNMM'" Condocktare, how far goes der bui dontonT "MMNNZN" Vtr

paneh maku lota o' monih t'day "MM.MZNN" Vj* n' cher git ah front .«?. v« »ia

bedder "N'ZMMMM" He goes faat t'day, look a' Fr.cks oreddy "NNMNW ¦JJJder iteel bisniis hai der perceutidge "ZZZM.MV I tmk I go 'n dreini >^
-.MNZZZZ" Naw, naw, wholiel. wholitl, not retel "NMMZMZ" UI Mw ,V W 8*
"ZMZMZN" Cholia knows der line, ha got Murphy'i list "NMZNN'T ***** \
it orer 'n my mind "WA8CHNN8KUWHARE."


